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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Dzarn of Adonis is the fineſt Paſtoral-Elegy 
that we know, and has no Second but the Death 
of Bion by Moſchus. As it has acquired this Reputa- 
tion from a beautiful Simplicity of expreſſing the moſt 
pathetic and affecting poetical Images, it is difficult to 
imitate it ſucceſsfully ; and there is a pleaſing Plainneſs 
in the Doric, which it is impoſſible to tranſlate. By 
reaſon of theſe Difficulties, Theocritus, Moſchus, and 
Bion have ſeldom been attempted in Engliſh ; never with 
Succeſs. If this little Piece ſhould not meet with Ap- 
probation, it is not, therefore, without excuſe. Should 
the Author be condemned in the Schools for the Free- 
dom of his Tranſlation, he only begs a Reprieve 'till the 
Public is favour'd with one more literal. 
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From the GR REE of BION*®. 


Don Is dead, the Muſe of Woe ſhall mourn ; 
Apon1s dead, the weeping Loves return. 


The Queen of Beauty o'er his Tomb ſhall ſhed 
Her flowing Sorrows for Aponis dead; 
For Earth's cold Lap her velvet Couch forego, 


And Robes of Purple for the Weeds of Woe. | 


Bion, the paſtoral Poet, lived in the 
Time of Ptolemy Philadelphus. By the 
Epithet Zvprazi@», every where applied 
to him, it is probable that he was born at 
Smyrna. Moſchus confirms this, when 
he ſays to the River Meles, which had 
before wept for Homer, 

—— Nur T&Mv %Axo 

"Yea Jaxpurr; —— 

It is evident however that he ſpent 
much of his Time in Sicily. Moſ- 
chus, as he tells us, Was his Scholar ; 


ADonis 


and by him we are inform'd,. that his 


Maſter was not a poor Poet. Thou 
haft left to others thy Riches, ſays he, but 


to me thy Poetry.“ It appears from the 


ſame — — that he died by Poiſon. 
The beſt Edition of his Works, is that of 
Paris, by M. de Longe-Pierre, with a 
French Tranſlation. 

Apon1s dead, &c.] AN the 
Favourite of Venus, was the Son 
of Cynaras, King of Cyprus. His 


chief 


i 


a b&w 
* Apon1s dead, the Muſe of Woe ſhall mourn. 
ApoNis dead, the weeping Loves return. 
| Stretch'd on this Mountain thy torn Lover lies. 
Weep, Queen of Beauty | for he bleeds——he dies. 
Ah! yet behold Life's laſt Drops faintly flow, 
In Streams of Purple, o'er thoſe Limbs of Snow ! 
From the pale Cheek the periſh'd Roſes fly ; 
And Death dims ſlow the ghaſtly-gazing Eye. 
Kiſs, kiſs thoſe fading Lips, ere chill'd in Death; 
With ſoothing Fondneſs ſtay the fleeting Breath. 
Tis vain ----- ah ! give the ſoothing Fondneſs oer! 


ADoxnis feels the warm Salute no more. 
Abos dead, the Muſe of Woe ſhall mourn. 
Aponis dead, the weeping Loves return. 


= 


chief Employment was hunting, tho? he 
is repreſented by Virgil as a Shepherd, 
Oves ad Flumina pavit Adonis. 

He was killed by a wild Boar, if we 
may believe Propertius, in Cyprus. 

— Percuſfit Adonim 

Venantem idalio wirtice durus Aper. | 
The Anniverſary of his Death 

was celebrated through the whole Pa- 
gan World. Ariſtophanes, in his Come- 
dy of Peace, reckons the Feaſt of Adonis 
among the chief Feſtivals of the Atheni- 
ans, 
the Violence of Grief, and the greateſt 


— 


The Syrians obſerved it with all 
are one and the ſame, 


Cruelty of Self-Caſtigation. It was cele- 
brated at Alexandria in St. Cyril's Time; 
and when Julian, the Apoſtate, made his 
Entry at Antioch, in the Year 362, they 
were celebrating the Feaſt of Adonis. 
The Ancients differ greatly in their 
Accounts of this Divinity. Athenæus 
ſays, that he was the Favorite of Bacchus. 
Plutarch maintains, that he and Bacchus 
are the ſame, and that the Jews abſtain'd 


from Swine's Fleſh becauſe Adonis was 


kill'd by a Boar. Auſonius, Epig. 30. 
affirms that Bacchus, Ofiris, and Adonis 


His 


(7 ) * 


His faithful Dogs bewail their Maſter 1 

And mourning Dryads pour the plaintive Strain. 

Not the fair Vouth alone the Wound oppreſt, 

The Queen of Beauty bears it in her Breaſt. 

Her Feet unſandal'd, floating wild her Hair, 

Her Aſpect woeful, and her Boſom bare, 

Diſtreſt, ſhe wanders the wild Waſtes forlorn, | . 
Her ſacred Limbs by plowing Brambles torn. | 


Loud as ſhe grieves, ſurrounding Rocks complain, | 
And Echo thro' the long Vales calls her abſent Swain. 


ADonis hears not: 


Life's laſt Drops fall flow, 


In Streams of Purple, down his Limbs of Snow. 


C The weeping Cupids round their Queen deplore, 


And mourn her Beauty, and her Love no more. 


His faithful Dogs, &c. — The Queen 
of Beauty, &c.] The Lines in the Ori- 
ginal run thus: 

a. * e * are N οο R- 
dug 
Mager 9 Ku9epua gages morinapdiov 
ZA. 
Keivoy ftv 
WpUT avT0, 
Kai NuvpEai XAGECLY opeicedt;. — 


eps wade N Xuves 


The two firſt of theſe Lines contain a- 


kind of Witticiſm, which it was better 
to avoid. — This Author had, however, 
too much true Genius to be fond of theſe 


_ Each 


little affected Turns of Expreſſion, which 
Muſzus and others have been induſtrious 
to ſtrike out. 

Theſe four Verſes are tranſpoſed in the 
Tranſlation for the Sake of the Connection. 

Diftreft, ſhe wanders, &c.] This 
Image of the Sorrow of Venus is 
very affecting, and is introduced in this 
Place with great Beauty and Propriety. 
Indeed, moſt modern Poets ſeem to have 
obſerv'd it, and have profited by it in 
their Scenes of elegiac Woe. I. 


„ 

Fach rival Grace; that glow'd with conſcious Pride, 
Each Charm of Venus with Aponis dy d. 

Abos dead, the vocal Hills bemoan, 
And hollow Groves return the ſaddening Groan. 
The ſwelling Floods with ſea-born Venus weep, 
And roll in mournful Murmurs to the Deep: 
In melting Tears the Mountain-ſprings comply; 
The Flow'rs, low-drooping, bluſh with Grief. and die. 
Cythera's Groves with Strains of Sorrow ring; 
The dirge Funereal her ſad Cities ſing. 
Hark ! pitying Echoes Venus Sighs return; 
When Venus fighs, who wou'd not wiſh to mourn ? 


"Py 


But when ſhe ſaw her fainting Lover lie, 


The wide Wound gaping on the withering Thigh ; 


© The fuelling Floods, &c.] When 
the Poet makes the Rivers mourn 


for Venus, he very properly calls 


| her A®Ogodira ; but this Beauty perhaps 
was merely accidental, as he has given 
her the ſame Appellation when ſhe wan- 
ders the Deſart. ; 

The Flow'rs, 2323822 bluſh, &c.] 
Ar Ne iF od. tpulaiveras., — 
Paleneſs being the known Effect of 

Grief, we do not at firſt Sight accept this 
Expreſſion; but when we conſider that 
the firſt Emotions of it are attended with 
Bluſhes, we are pleaſed with the Obſer- 
vation, 2k 


But 
V 7 


& ot Kuhn 
Harras _ HA xl ava iow d 
OEIOE8. 
This Paſſage the Scholiaſts have entire- 
ly miſunderſtood. They make Kobin 
'enus, for which they have neither any 
Authority, the Name ſhe borrows from 
that Iſland being always KuSngeia, nor 
the leaſt Probability from the Connection. 
This proves that the Iſland Cythera 
was the Place where Adonis periſh'd, 
notwithſtanding the Opinion of Proper- 
tius and others to the contrary. 


8 Cythera's Groves, &c.] 


(9) 
But ſtreaming when ſhe ſaw Life's purple Tide, 


Stretch'd her fair Arms, with trembling Voice ſhe cry'd : 


Yet ſtay, lov'd Youth ! a Moment ere we part, 

O let me kiſs thee ! ---- hold thee to my Heart ! 

A little Moment, dear Aponis ! ſtay + | 

And kiſs thy Venus, ere thoſe Lips are Clay. 

That laſt-left Pledge ſhall ſooth my tortur'd Breaſt, 
When thou art gone 
When, far from me, 8 gentle Ghoſt explores 
Infernal Pluto's grimly-glooming Shores. 

Wretch that J am ! immortal and divine, 

In Life impriſon'd whom the Fates confine. 

| He comes ! receive him to thine Iron-arms z 


Bleſt Queen of Death! receive the Prince of Charms. 


Far happier thou, to whoſe wide Realms repair, 
Whatever lovely, and whatever fair. | J 
The Smiles of Joy, the golden Hours are fled: 
Grief, only Grief, ſurvives Apon1s dead. 

The Loves around in idle Sorrow ſtand. 
And the dim Torch falls from the vacant Hand. 


Hence the vain Zone ! the Myrtle 8 flow ry Pride 1 HEE 


Delight and . with Aponis died. 
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610) 

Why didſt thou, ventrous, the wild Chace explore? 

From his dark Lair to rouze the tuſky Boar? 

Far other Sport might thoſe fair Limbs eſſay, 

Than the rude Combat, or the ſavage Fray. 

Thus Venus griev'd the Cupids round deplore ; 

And mourn her Beauty, and her Love no more. 

Now flowing Tears in filent Grief complain, 

Mix with the purple Streams, and flood the Plain, 

Yet not in vain thoſe facred Drops ſhall flow, 

The purple Streams in bluſhing Roſes glow w- 

And catching Life from .ev'ry falling Tear, 

Their azure Heads Anemonies ſhall rear. 

But ceaſe in vain to cheriſh dire Deſpair, | 

Nor count thy Sorrows to the deſert Air. 

The laſt fad Office let thy Hand ſupply, | 12. 

Stretch the ſtiff Limbs, and cloſe the glaring Eye. 

That Form repos'd beneath the Bridal Veſt, | 

May cheat thy Sorrows with the Feint of Reſt. 

For lovely ſmile thoſe Lips, tho' void of Breath, 

And fair thoſe Features in the Shade of Death. 

Haſte, fill with Flow'rs, with roſy Wreaths his Bed. 
Periſh the Flow'rs l the Prince of Beauty's dead. | 


Round 


„ 17 207 
Round the pale Corſe each breathing Effence ſtrew, 
Let weeping Myrtles pour their balmy Dew. 1 | 
Periſh the Balms, unable to reſtore © „ 1 
Thoſe vital Sweets of Love that charm no o mare | 4 „ Fl. 
"Tis done,----Behold, with purple Robes array'd, 
In mournfvl State the cjay-cold Limbs are laid. 
The Loves lament with all the Rage of Woe, 
Stamp on the Dart, and break the uſeleſs io tac £ 4 $4 55 
Officious theſe the watry Urn ſupply, . 
Unbind the buſkin'd Leg, and waſh the Thigh. „ bk 
Oer the pale Body thoſe their light Wings waye, _ . 
As yet, tho vain, ſolicitous to ſave. | 


All, wild with Grief, their hapleſs Queen deplore, 

And mourn her Beauty, and her Love no more. 
Dgcected Hymen droops his Head forlorn, 
His Torch extinct, and flow'ry Treſtes torn: 2 
For nuptial Airs, and Songs of Joh, remain 

| The fad, flow Dirge, the Sorrow breathing Sfain, 


Who wou'd not, when Aponis dies, deplore ? „ 5 i 
Who wou d not weep when Hymen ſmiles no more 2) ch ot 5 | 
The Graces mourn the Prince of Beauty ſlain, | 
Loud as Dione on un native Main: - | 
4 The 
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T rhͤe Fates rdenting join the general Moe. 
And call the Lover from the Realms belouvꝛ. 
1 7 . Vain, hopeleſs'Grief ! can living Sounds pervade TT 5 | : 
ES The dark; dead Regions of eternal Shade?” 
"17 Be | 2377 "Spare, Venus, ſpare that too luxurious Tear © 
| ++ For the long Sorrows of the mournful Year. | N 
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: Fer the long, &c.] Numa ſeems to only ten Months were ſet aparts et ten 
| have borrow'd the Cuſtom he inſtituted Months were the Year of Romulus till 
38 of Mourning a Year for the Deceaſed regulated by his Succeſſor. "1 

- from the Greeks, For though it is ſaid  _ | 
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